WAZEMMES' S IDEAS ABOUT WOMEN AND LOVE
A2EMMES went away without looking back. What he felt most clearly, amid a confused sense of disturbance, was a great satisfaction with himself. Here he was winning the love of women with no more effort than it took him to gain the confidence and the respect of men, This compelled him to recognise, despite any doubts he might have, that he was handsome, well built, and possessed of an insistent power of attraction. What triumphs the future held for him 1 His contentment would have been unimpaired if it were not for the fact that the rendezvous was ahead of him this very evening.
His encounter with this woman, her advances, the way she looked at him, the way she shook hands, made up as a whole an adventure quite sufficient in itself. It had been unexpected, enigmatic, flattering ; and it had ended before any harm was done. Wazemmes might have dreamed about it at his leisure, and at his own chosen moments -for example, while he was smoking his cigar. He might have talked about it to some friend in the rue Polonceau, or, better still, to Lambert in the rue des Gardes. He could have found some way of referring to it at the workshop next day. But the rendezvous was overdoing it. The rendezvous threatened to spoil everything.
It was true that when he was with friends, Wazemmes found pleasure, normal in a fellow of his age, in talking about sex ; and when he was alone or in the company of
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